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- CHAPTER I.

Jtawh'nc dc 7a Cliasie rose to the surface.
A French vessel bound for Mobfle was

captured and sunk by a Spanish cruiser
soon after the recapture of Pensacola by
the Spanish fleet in 1719. One prisoner,
a slender and beautiful girl, was the only
prize secured by the victors. The fight
had been a close and deadly one, with a
result not uncommon in. those days when
a naval engagement at best was a mere
matter of hi oadsides and boarding. Car-

rying fewer guns and lighter ones than
its adversary, and withal being much
slower, the French vessel fell an easy
prey to its vigorous adversary. It went
down with its colors flying, however,
wliile the Spaniards were in the ace of
boarding it; but before this the deck had
been so raked by cannon ana muskets at
short range that the brave little crew
were nearly all killed, so that it was but
a smoke grimed and bloody handful of
them that cheered pluckily as they sank
in twenty fathoms of green gulf water.

Pauline de la Chasie was saved from
the fate of the vessel's crew by one of
those strange chances which now and
again inject into real life the most im-

possible appearing elements of romance.
She had rushed upon the deck, wild and
disheveled, just as the ship lurched for-

ward to go down. A young Spanish oiG-ce- r,

bearing the honored name of Cortes,
saw her, and this lovely apparition, hov-

ering in the smoke of the last terrible
broadside, impressed him deeply. His
imagination, like that of most youthful
adventurers who wrre sailing the seas
at that time, was a most inflammable
one, ready to flare up vividly at 'every
touch of the new, the strange or the
beautiful. What could appeal more for-

cibly or more directly to the heart of
bucIi a youth at such a moment than the
vision of a young girl, lithe, slender,
lovely, with white arms outspread, yel-

low biown hair afloat on the breeze, her
pale face upturned, and her garments
fluttering wildly, running across the
bloody, corpse strewn deck of the sink-
ing vessel against which ho had just
been directing his guns? Indeed, so
much was he affected, ho started

stretched forth his hands as
if to reach and save her.

2ot one of the stalwart French sailors
was overseen again after the water closed
oer tlio ill fated vessel; but the beautiful
and frightened young girl, Pauline do la
Chasie, rose to the surface and with her
long, wet hair clinging close to her shape-
ly shoulders and girlish bust, wa3 seen
tossing about on the short chopping
waves. In some way her clothes had
caught hold on a fragment oT spar, so that
she had been kept afloat. Fortunately
her instinct of self preservation had over-
borne her fear at the critical moment.
With desperate eagerness and energy she
clung to the bitof buoyant wood and was
able to keep her head above the foam and
epray of the noisy and tumbling waves,
albeit she was scarcely aware of what she
was doing.

Cortes, whose habit was to spend no
time in deliberating at the point of an
emergency, called for men and quickly
had a boat lowered. In a few minutes
the girl, in a s condition,
was on board the Spanish vessel, where
she received every kind attention that
chivalrous men could ofier under the cir-

cumstances. The shock to her nerves
had been very great, not only on account
of the terrible nature of the engagement
and the results following it, but more on
account of the peculiar conditions under
v hicli she had left France to go to the
obscure little garrison at Mobile, on the
then wild southern coast of America.

In those days love was something to
li o for and to die for. To be young and
in love meant that along with the youth
nnd lovo went a certain romantic devo-
tion which would turn aside for no ob-

stacle, hesitate at no sacrifice. Man and
woman, youth and maiden felt that to
go to the end of the world for love's sake
was at need the noblest of all tasks, tho
highest and holiest of all duties. Tho
influence of chivalry was still alivo and,
although the formalities of olden knight-
hood had mostly passed away forever,
there lingered in the world, especially
among the young and the brave, a spirit
of honor which demanded extraordinary
exactitude m the matter of keeping prom-
ises, and especially those promises bound
by the golden thread of love.

Pauline de la Chasie at tho time of
the disaster to the vessel that bore her
was on her way to join her soldier lover,
ono Louis Doucet, whoso fortune had
called him to Mobile. It would be very
interesting, if sace and the scope of this
Ftory would permit it, to go back and
give the details of this romantic love
affair, which budded in tho fairest part
of southern France, at one of the old
towns whose ruins date beyond the time
w hen the pope had his home in Provence,
and whose roses are still the very ones of
which tho troubadours raved. We must
be content, however, to trace the Ameri-
can part of whit must always remain
one of the most noteworthy strains of
romance connected with the settlement
of our southern coast.

The crave hifnan. who scorns what-

ever is not dry as uub, runs over what
he looks upon as mere incident, and he
turns aside from anything romantic or
touched with sentiment, as though he
feared some lurking infection which
might enliven lu's blood and send a thrill
of poetry into his book must clouded
mind. Still it is true that, to the large
majority of readers, these personal inci-

dents, these bits of romance that form
the neglected fringe of history, are the
very parts of the past which arc most
interesting. Pauline de la Chasie's ex-

perience certainly may claim the atten--ax- x

if. tills liharaJ mainrlfcr. It wn o

great undertaking in those days for a
young girl not yet 19 to set sail with a
crew of soldier seamen to go from
France to America, yet this gM did it,
as is well attested by records not to be
disputed.

After along voyage, during which the
vessel encountered many storms, and
was blown far southward of its proper
course, it must have been almost un-

bearable, even to the rough crew, to see
a powerful Spanish vessel bearing down
upon them just at a time when the end
of all their desires seemed almost in
sight; but to poor Pauline de la Chasie
it was like plunging into the black pit of
utter despair. The shock struck her
with the force of a thousand deshd, and
yet she lived. In hearts Hire hers, so
long as life remains, there a loyalty of
the most precious sort tnd there is
faith, which, though 'l say not give
strength, affords a courage that meets
everything with silent endurance. Pau-
line had already gone through experi-
ences sufficient to have broken the will
of almost any woman; but she loved
Louis Doucet, and her love was strong
enough to bear her up, even in the
dreadful momttnt when the sea was
ready to swallow her, and it sustained
her in the still more trying scenes which
followed her rescue.

The Spanish vessel, after its victory
over its French foe, immediately put
into Pensacola, which was then the
stronghold of the Spaniards in Florida,
Pauline, more dead than alive, was taken
by Cortes to the house of hi3 friend, Don
Alphonso de Salcedo, the wealthiest citi-
zen of tho place, where she was cared
for most tenderly by Don Alphonso's
wife, who, childless herself, felt at once
a mother's sympathy for this fragile and
beautiful girl brought to her out of the
sea.

For nearly a month Pauline was very
ill, and as there was no competent phy-
sician in the place it was good nursing,
aided by a nature possessed of great
vital energy, that brought her back at
last to safe convalescence and to full
sense of the terrible trial through which
she had passed. Then came the realiza-
tion of what to her was worse than
death the fact that she had failed to
reach Mobile, failed to find her waiting
lover, and that instead of consummating
her one all absorbing desire she had lost
everything by falling into the hands of
her country's enemies, against whom
Louis Doucet was proudly bearing arms.

She found herself in a strangely ap-
pointed room, where the rudest work-
manship in walls and floor was contrast-
ed with pieces of furniture whose carv-
ing and cushions attested the most cun-
ning and costly art of the old world.
The couch upon which she lay was a
marvel of luxury, while the window
through which she looked out upon tho
beautiful, dreamy bay was no more than
a square hole through the wall of rough
pine logs. Evidently Don Alphonso was
making his life at Pensacola one of far
less hardship than might have been
looked for in that wild litfle village, so
long the rendezvous for corsair and buc-
caneer in the days when all the world
was against Spain- - From her delicately
perfumed pillow Pauline could see some
piratical looking vessels at anchor in tho
harbor, and she could hear the confused
noises of a busy garrison, intent upon
completing some fortifications, not far
away.

The breath of the early tropic summer
strayed in, bearing the rich fragrance of
roses and the fine aroma of the blooming
acacia trees. Awaking as from a long
dream, Paulino's first thought, after tho
sudden confusion of recollections had
subsided, was that of resuming her jour-ne- r

toward her lover; but soon enough
the impossibility of such a thing rushed
upon her mind with such force that with
a piteous moan she sank again into a
state of unconsciousness. At that sound
a dark little woman, quite past the prime
of life and wrinkled enough to have
been 80, came from behind a curtain
which covered a narrow doorway, and
hurried with soft, swift footfalls to tho
bedside. With a singularly kind and
gentle expression she peered into the
girl's face, touched her pale forehead
with her thin, hallow fingers, softly ad-

justed the rich coverings of the couch,
smoothed tho pillows and then, with a
catlike noiseless motion, slipped into a
chair close by and assumed an attitude
of expectant, solicitous watchfulness.
Although she was the wife of Don Al-

phonso, her fac,e was French in all its feat-
ures; and when at last Pauline returned
again to consciousness it was the sweet
accent of Provence that camo to "her ear.

"Dear little mademoiselle," it mur-
mured tenderly, "do you feel better
now?"

A soft hand brushed with a cooling
touch across her cheek and temple.

Paulino lifted her heavy lids to look
into those deep set, insistent eyes that
hung over her so inquiringly. The voice
was soothing in a way and the hand was
so motherly and comforting to one- - who,
an orphan from childhood, was viow so
far away from every familiar sight or
sound.

"Just a drop of this, my child," the
lady added, letting fall a small liquid
potion between tho girl's parted lips.
"You are much better now, dear; you
are going to get well."

She took Pauline's bloodless hand and
chafed it lightly with the caressing touch
of a woman famishing for love and for
something to love.

"Shut your sweet eyes, now, made-
moiselle, and sleep a little more; just a
little more, it will do you good."

Whether it was the liquid or whether
the magnetic contact of those motherly
hands and the lullahv-iik- p intonations of
mat sweet. Bort voice me errect,
Pauline fell at once into a gentle and re-

freshing sleep. Once or twice she stirred
lightly and murmured: "Yes, Louis, I
am coming." The watching woman
smiled strangely meantime and gazed
with a dreamy reminiscent expression
out over the bay to where the sun was
gilding some vagrant gulf caps till they
looked like vague floating domes of gold.

It is scarcely possible for one to real-
ize now what a place Pensacola must
have been for a refined and gentle wo-

man to be caged in; the years have hurl-
ed us forward so far from those wild,
lawless, freebooting days that wo can
think of them only as appearing hazily
through a mist of romance. The reality
was romantic indeed, but it was harsh,
cruel, painfully deveid of any high
strain of endeavor, and withal brutally
coarse, no matter how picturesque and
interesting may have been its setting.
Dona Hortenso (thus wo most name the
wife of Don Alphonso) had felt to the
last thrill the loneliness, the starvation of
soul, the utter exile of the life which for
years she had bean compelled to accept.
Tho coming of Pauline was to her at once
a. iov and n. carrnx. (nr rrHila it. tUUw in
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a degree the void-i- her heart, it awaken-
ed to renewed life and activity the sym-
pathies which for years had lain dor-
mant, and made her feel how terrible
would be the poor girl's sufferings in the
life which must now come to her.

"Poor little dear,' she murmured, gaz-
ing half sadly at the delicately chiseled
face and laying her hand on the yellow
brown hair. "Poor little dear, I wonder
what play of fate brought you to this
terrible place." After a long, thoughtful
pause she added "and I wonder what
at last will become of you." She shook
her head dolefully and covered her eyes
with the finger and thumb of one hand
as if to shut out some disagreeable vision.

A heavy footfall in the adjoining room
gave warning of the approach of Don
Alphonso.

"And how fares the mermaid by this
time?"

The light voice and the 6talwart gray
bearded man came through the doorway
together.

The woman put her finger on her lip
and shook her head.

Don Alphonso stalked in with that
easy and careless swagger which in all
ages has marked the man without a con-

science.
"Beautiful as a saint," he exclaimed,

stopping himself in the middle of the
room and looking with admiring eyes
upon the girl's white face. "Capt. Cor-

tes is a lucky dog to capture such a prize."
"For shame, Alphonso, for shame!''

whispered the Dona. "You will wake
the poor child, and then your words are
brutal. Don't speak again, she mu8t
sleep.

Don Alphonso was not a soldier. He
was an adventurer who had come to
Spanish Florida ostensibly as the agent
of a great trading company, so called;
but in sober fact his business was to for-
ward any scheme, lawful or unlawful,
for gaining weal th. He was a very hand-
some man, and despite his wickedness
had many traits attractive to women.
His wife loved him passionately, but she
had long since discovered that her power
over him wa3 net what it had been in
the days of her prime when she was both
beautiful and happy.

He stood quite still for some time with
his gaze fixed steadily on Pauline's face.
His features relaxed and their expression
softened. It had been years since he had
looked upon the face of a young and
beautiful girl. Tho vision recalled his
youth and the season of careless, happy
idling in the companionship of the pure,
the beautiful and the good.

"The Holy Mother bless the poor girl,"
he softly said. "She has found but a
poor exchange for the bottom of the sea."

His wife looked up at him and a warm
flush stole over her prematurely with-
ered cheeks. She arose, and. going to
him, laid her liands on his strong shoul-
ders and said:

"My dear husband, wo must save her;
we must make her our child."

The man appeared to shako himself,
as if drawing together his wits after a
fit of abstraction. Ho smiled grimly,
but not without a lingering tenderness
as he responded:

"You forget," he said, trying to as-

sume the swagger. "You forget that
Capt. Cortes will have something to say
in tho matter." With this he turned
and abruptly left the room.

CHAPTER II.

VI
.

vmM

Every day the gallant young captain sent a
messenger.

Pauline, when once she began to con-

valesce, soon gathered strength to sit up
in her bed and through the ample win-
dow space watch the whitecap waves
run across tho beautiful little bay. A
luxuriant roso vine trained over the
outer wall of tho house let fall heavy
sprays of bloom and foliage below the
rude window cap, and the perfume came
in on every pulse of the summer weather.
Very often she saw Cartes, active, dark
and handsome, passing to and fro in a
light sail boat from one side of the little
bay to the other, or going back and forth
between the shore and his vessel, which
lay at anchor within full view of Pau-
line's window. Every day the gallant
young captain sent a messenger to in-

quire about her health and to ask if
there was anvtMnc be could do for her.
ana one morning mere came to famine's
bedside a great pyramid of flowers,
many of them new and strange in form
and color. The room was fairly flushed
with their hues and filled with their
sweetness.

The dona, whose long and trying ex-

periences as the wife of a Spanish adven-
turer had not quenched her French vi-

vacity and love of romance, was delighted
to see the attentions of Cortes take this
delicate and lover like form. The rather
ominous hints of her husband had been
suggestive of unspeakable possibilities
which, in view of the license prevalent
in the colony, might be far from remote.
The life led by tho men in all the Spanish
and French posts on the gulf coast at
that time was, as a rule, ono of unbridled
debauchery. Very few women camo
from the old world to share the hardships
of the new, but the reckless soldiers,
traders and adventurers took them so
called wives from the West Indies and
Caribbeau Islands, dusky women often
as wicked and dangerous as they were
lithe and beautiful. DonaHortense felt,
with all a woman's sensitiveness to such
surroundings, the unutterable sufferings
which might come to Pauline de la
Chasie on account of her falling into the
power of Capt. Cortes. True, Cortes
was apparently an exception to the gen-
eral rule among tho men of Pensacola,
so far as she knew. He had never con-
sorted with the most vicious even of the
officers, and his life appeared to be clean
and noble.

Still the danger seemed great; and be-

sides she had taken Pauline at once into
her heart as her child and feli for her a!!
the suddenly kindled solicitude and ten-
derness that such a relation under such
circumstances could not fail to engender
in a breast so Ions: dearived of every

softer experience so dear to a true wo-

man. It was therefore a matter to start
hope in her over apprehensive breast
when the young man, instead of assum-
ing the attitude of a libertine, began to
treat Pauline with all the delicate polite-
ness of a considerate and high minded
gentleman, who might become a very
gallant and by no means unsuitable
lover. She had never yet inquired into
the antecedents of Pauline, nor had she
so much as sought to know by what cur-
rent of destiny the unfortunate girl had
been cast so far away from her native
land;but it was not in the nature of
things for Pauline to keep her secret.
Indeed, Dona Hortensa was at once sur-
prised and dismayed when the whole
truth was poured into her ear.

"Going all alone to Mobile to marry
a French soldier!" she exclaimed when
Pauline had ended her story. "Dear
child, do you dream what you were try-
ing to do? You can have no impression
of the misery that you have escaped by
falling into my hands instead of into the
arms of a brutal"

"Hush!" said Paulino with such com-
mand in her voice that the old woman
looked at her and started perceptibly.
"Hush! Louis Doucet is not brutal. He
is the very noblest and best man in the
world. I would follow him all over the
earth I"

She sank back upon her pillows pale as
a lily and trembling with the intense
emotion aroused by her thoughts.

"Pardon me forgive me, dear," cried
Dona Hortense, taking, Pauline in her
arms and kissing her. "I wound not
wound you for all the world. Doubtless
your lover is all that you say; but, oh!
my child, my child, it is a dreadful life.
Think of dear France and the joyous ex-

istence of even her working peasants,
and then look at the desolation and the
despair which hover over us here!" As
she spoke her shriveled face was pinched
and its sallowness was touched with a
hot, flame-lik- e glow. "If I could go
back if I could go back once more," she
moaned, "it would be delicious to die and
be buried beside my mother! Oh, little
Pauline sweet child how I wish I
could save you, could bear you back to
France"'

"But I do not wish to go back to
France," Paulino interrupted. "I wish
to go to Louis. I do not care to live if I
cannot go to him."

As if the mere suggestion of being
taken back to France had given her sud-
den strength, resolve and courage, Paul-
ine threw off tho arms of her companion
and raised herself again to a sitting pos-

ture.
"How far is it from hero to Mobile?"

she inquiied, in a voice so changed that
the poor old woman caught breath, as if
almost suffocating, and could not answer.
"It cannot be far," Pauline continued,
"and I must go there. Who can take me?"

The dona clasped her hands and held
them out with a gesture of supplication.
When she could speak she said:

"It is impossible. Wo are at war.
Even now the commandant here is plan-
ning an expedition to capture Mobile."

The girl sat for some moments gazing
thoughtfully out of the window. Pres-
ently she turned quickly toward her
companion.

"Please send word to Capt. Cortes that
I should like to see him."

She uttered these words with the steadi-
ness and decision of one who has a well
defined purpose in view.

The dona recoiled.
"Surely no!"' she exclaimed. "You

do not mean it. It must not be."
"Yes, I wish it immediately."
"But, my child"'
"Lose no time, but go send for Capt.

Cortes."
Tiie old woman felt the sudden and

great change in Pauline's manner and
knew that it had a deeper significance
than she could comprehend at once; but
although she more than suspected that it
might be the beginning of bitter shamo
for the girl sho could not refuse to grant
her request.

"Don't, don't do this!" she urged with
a piteous weakness in her voice. "You
are too young to have any idea of the
step you are about to take. Let me bo
your mother, my dear, dear child, and
save you from the dreadful life you would
plunge into!"

Pauline answered with tender firmness,
insisting upon seeing Cortes at once.

"Well, well, it is always so," the dona
went on reflectively and 6adly. "I was
a girl not so very, very long ago, dear,
and I gave up all for a man, all for love.
Look at me and at The life I live."

She felt that her words were without
effect on Pauline; sho did not wait to
hear the reply that might have followed,
but arose and went to send a messenger
to fetch Capt. Cortes.

An hour later the young officer, evi-

dently not a little embarrassed, was shown
into Pauline's presence. He stood before
her tall, respectful, handsome, his fine
head uncovered and his clear eyes fixed
inquiringly upon her.

She moved her lips with a soundless
effort at speech and made a motion for
him to sit down. He took the designated
chair with the prompt manner of one
obeying an order.

Looking into his face gave Pauline
courage to say what was upon her mind,
but even when tho courage came the
task was an extremely difficult one. She
felt that the request she was about to
make must appear very strange, if not
impossible of performance; still she did
not hesitate. In the directest and sim-

plest way she told her story to the young
officer, leaving out nothing, and then in
conclusion asked him to help her.

"I know you are noble, kind and good,"
she said, looking at him steadily, but
with eyes whose deep and tender punty
sent a thrill of inexpressible pity through
him, "and I feel that I can trust you. Oh,
sir, will you not help me to reach Mobile?
I have no one to turn to butyoc. It was
you who saved me from the terrible dan-

ger, the horrible death in the sea; save
mo now from this life which is worse
than a thousand deaths and take me to
my dear to my friends at Mobde."

It was hard for Capt- - Cortes to say
what ho had to say; but there was no
honorable course for him to pursue, save
that of perfect frankness. He felt keen-
ly his own situation, white his chival-

rous nature burned with deep and
strange sympathy for the sweet, brave
invalid before him. It abashed him to
think that be had been nnrsing leader
dreams in connection with tbts beautiful ,

betas whom be had snatcned irom tfte
nioblinr waves of the golf. Now that
he knew her historv aad undfirstood her J

desire he saw how freitkas and how un-

manly as well would b any farther
thought of claiming PauKnes Jove;
moreover, it sensed to him tho very re-

finement of laistorruae that be mast
his LasbtHcr to aid her as ah

desired.
"I should be glad and proud to do

what you ask," he 6aid with a sort of
soldierly bluntness in his voice and man-
ner, "but it is utterly impossible. The
French do not respect us, nor we them.
There can be no exchange of courtesies
between us; so you see how my hands
are tied in the matter."

Pauline clasped her hands and great
tears dropped down her cheeks. Cortes
saw her bitter disappointment with a
sense of something like contempt for
himself on account of his powerless con-
dition.

"Believe me, mademoiselle," he ex-

claimed with sudden fervor, "I would
gladly give you my life to serve you
even in the least degree."

"I believe you, sir, and I thank you
from the bottom of my heart. You are
nobly generous. But is there indeed no
way? Must I choose between death and,
the acceptance of this life now afforded
to me?'

Something in her tone and manner
sent a shock through the young man's
breast. Within the past few minutes
there had come upon him the sweet, rich
and yet saddening experience of love and
loss. Before him sat the fairest and love-

liest apparition that had ever blessed Ids
vision. In his heart she had set the
fountains of spring to flowing the song
and the bloom to gushing. The old, old
story of tho sudden coming of passion
and the sudden realization of its hope-
lessness had been told once more between
the soft pulses of the sub-trop- breeze.
He bowed his head until his dark fore-
head touched the plume of his hat which
rested on his knee. For one moment he
gave way to selfishness, and tho thought
swept through his mind that he might
have his own way with fate.

"I am sorry to have pained you," said
Pauline presently. "I owo my life to
you and I fear that I havo appeared un-
grateful. Pray forgive me."

Her words sounded to him like the re-

buke of an angel. He looked up and
said, as if in self defense:

"You owe me nothing but execration.
It was I who sunk the vessel which was
bearing you to your lover. It was I
who deprived you of more than life.
Oh! Mademoiselle, mademoiselle" Ho
checked himself with great effort and
rising stood before her quite calm but
pale, his eyes burning almost fiercely,
his sunburnt cheeks showing the lines of
suppressed but almost overpowering emo-
tion.

' 'You did but your duty. I have thought
all about it," she said, "and I do not
blame you for it; but I am no prisoner
of war, being nothing but a poor girl
whom fate has cast into your hands;
wherefore it seems to me that you might
let me go in all honor."

"I would not hold you ono moment,"
he exclaimed quickly. "You are as free
as I am; but there is no possible way for
you to pass from her to Mobile. The
thought is utterly untenable the thing
is impossible and not to be dreamed of."

No interview ever was more depressing
and unsatisfactory to the parties holding
it. Pauline felt that it ended all hope,
at least for the present, and she lay upon
her couch disheartened and purposeless.
Cortes went away thoroughly wretched
and at war with himself. He was in love
with Pauline; his warm, arrogant Span-
ish nature had broken the bounds at once
and now there was no limit to the passion
that possessed him: but hi3 chivalrous
sense of honor, though overwhelmed, was
immovable. Tho impression haunted him
that, for the reason that Pauline wa3 in
his power, he ought to free her, and be-

cause of his love for her ho ought to re-

store her to her lover. It was well to
harbor these sentiments, but what lover
could act upon them?

Days and weeks passed by, during
which Cortes brooded over the situation.
Now and again he resolved that he would
attempt to send Pauline to Mobile by some
method, but as often he remembered
his duty as a soldier. Tho French at
MobCo were the very incarnation of all
that was hated by tho Spaniards at Pen-
sacola, and to do any kind act for one of
them was repugnant to every pulse in a
true Spanish soldier's veins. Doubtless
the young captain's passion for his fair
captive made this repugnanco all the
more fierce and bitter, for the thought of
resigning that captive to the arms of one
Louis Doucet of tho hated French gar-
rison was the refinement of torture. Still
he acknowledged in the deepest caves of
his breast that duty of the highest and
most sacred sort demanded that ho should
never rest until Pauline do la Chasie and
Louis Doucet, separated by him, should
be united by him. It is easy to see how,
ordinarily, a struggle of tlus sort would
end. Love, extol it a3 we may, is tho
hot bed of a certain kind of unconquer-
able Belfishnes3. Rare, indeed, aro the
instances where love has been self sacri-
ficing enough to turn over to ltd rival the
object of its desire. There were momenta
wlipn rVirtpa nrnnlil hr, m.iflfi tlifl sacri
fice, and at all times he tortured himself
between the flame of passion and the hot
iron of conscience; but he was human,
he found excuses for faltering and hesi
tating, nay even for what appeared to
him harmless deception.

Almost every day he found time to see
Paulino and to offer her some delicate
attention. Meantime, as the summer
passed away, Indian couriers began to
bring word of preparations going for-

ward among the French at Mobile for an
expedition against Pensacola,

"I have not a doubt that Bienville
will attack us eoon," said CortC3, one
morning earlv in September.

"And he will take the town, and
then!" exclaimed Pauline, clasping
her hands and flushing suddenly.

She was sitting by the window. Re
turning health had made her form and I

her face doubly beautiful in the eyes of j

the young officer, i

"But he will not take the town, he
responded. "Our force is very strong
and our fortifications aod fieat are far
superior in guns and effectiveec to
anything he can bring against tia. No,
we will destroy him, almost entirely.''

"No, no! cried Panliae, "the French
are alwavs victorious. Are you eere
they will come? Oh, hat I pray that
they will and then I shall be free! They
will destroy you."

Cortes smiled, hot there was a deadly
pang behind the sznfle.

"You will be disappointed, raadessoi-sellc,- "

be said. lIt is not possible.'
Pauline saw the smile aad festaatiy a '

Safth of indignint reaestsMot zsade her
cheek burn.

When my people come," she said. "I
shall see bow you will xiaau"

"We are nearly 2.5, resaarfced h.
still curling has hp, ' and they are scarcely
S80, Indians excepted. I uXi you that
tbay can do nothing. sbsota;elr cedsiu-g- . i

Panliae epraag te her feet.
.H Yob do sot want as to he frAV
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cried, her voice rich with passionate accu-
sation.

He arose and looked down at her with
a curious mixture of tenderness and
harshness in his face. At that moment
he realized how fully ho had determined
that this girl bhould never go away from
him. "What would life be worth without
her? Who was Louis Doucet that h
should hold tho exclusive right to sue!.
a prize? Would not the water of theguli
be now rolling over her if he Cortes-h- ad

not saved her? How ungrateful she
was!

Pauline, looking steadily into his eyes
read his thoughts. She saw the chang'
in his features and manner and felt that
all hope was gone.

"And not long ago you said that you
would give your life to help me!" bin
cried, a bitter contempt ringing tlurough
her trembling voice.

"I did say that; yes, and I spokt
truly," ho replied, almost fiercely. "Eve:
now, mademoiselle," and his face swellf
with the pressure of violent emotion
"even now I would Micnnce more Uia
life. I would cast away honor for you.'

lie did not wait to hoar what j.h
would say in response to this, but turnm
and left her with almost rude abruptness

Continned Friday Morninjr.
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